CHAPTER H
THE LIFE
AT the time of writing this chapter, Cyril Scott, at my request, has come on a visit, in order to play me those particular works of his which it were otherwise difficult to hear. As he sits in my study, composing some Finger Exercises1 with an amazing celerity, whilst I talk to him inconsequently about almost every subject under the sun, I marvel at the facility which enables him to write down strangely novel progressions with such an absolute surencss of effect. Last night I was spellbound at the nonchalant ease with which he played through his superb Piano Concerto from the full score MS., rippling along (as I flung the pages over almost continuously) with truly astonishing gifts of technique, touch and reading; whistling the while flute and violin melodies, and vocalizing horn parts in a peculiar nasal tone, like horn notes forced
\ Since published by Messrs. ElUin & Co.d march of things any more than the leopard can change his spots. To the conservatives I would suggest that going-forward into the future, with one's gaze fixed on the past, is as foolish a proceeding as for a soldier to go into action with his back to the foe. At the best it is not the sign of a fine spirit, nor will he get the first glimpse of such glories as the future may hqld.
